original exhibits have dwindled, although the electric eel still swims
in peaceful captivity, and the big turtle seems contented in its new
home. There are no more large fish, no sharks or sting-rays, but a
dazzling variety of tropical fish, including Japanese fan-tails, tetras,
fighter fish and angel fish, awaiting transplantation to a more per-
manent home.
In New York's Natural History Museum one can absorb natural
history without tears. It is easy for the layman to understand what
goes on inside a drop of water or to study the life-history of a tree.
No dull little black-framed tag explains "This sequoia is two thousand
years old", for the tree is its own autobiography, and the officials
have merely translated it into terms we understand. The life-rings
of the giant trunk are ticketed. Life for this sequoia began in A.D. 550,
so the rings are numerous- The ring that was born in Charlemagne's
time is thus indicated; other rings bear a legend telling of the events
that were their contemporaries in the long march through the cen-
turies.  In 1492, the discovery of America; when this ring grew,
Milton was living; this ring was contemporary with the Battle of
Waterloo; this with the era of Goethe, Dickens, Thackeray, and so
on and on, until the last ring that marks the death of the forest
patriarch, when in 1891 the tree was felled. Even then, it had perhaps
run no more than half its natural span, for redwoods can live as long
as three thousand years.
These exhibits are no dull, glass-cased collection. They quicken
the interest and fire the imagination. Polyps are so enlarged that
they resemble superb jewels; there are sponges of unbelievably
delicate and complicated design, and exhibits of stuffed elephants
and gorillas are dramatically arranged in their native jungle, with
wonderful lighting effects by Wendel.
One hall is devoted to two thousand five hundred specimens of
North American mammals, another is given over wholly to recon-
structed dinosaur skeletons; in another, human skeletons furnish a
lesson in anthropology.
vm
We sit in wide circles in a dimly lit room with domed ceiling. The
audience expectantly awaits the lecture on "The End of the World".
A hidden recording plays the Liebestod. The room is darkened so
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